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said, "I told you so.   You'll meet that  all along,"  I supposed I
would.
I went back in the afternoon and the, secretary was more friendly,
and he said he had arranged an interview lor inc. Then 1 was taken
in and saw Nona's friend's friend, and he. was charming and he was
a cross between the Old School Tie and the Tiitlcf. He. listened
attentively to me and was keen on giving the impression that he was
a man of mystery, the Lawrence of Marseilles or something like
that. But because I hadn't yet the necessary experience to under-
stand and deal with the Lawrences of Marseilles (there was a fine
crop of tliem) I took him seriously and was greatly cheered when
he declared that he would help me to get out, of Marseilles iff didn't
find a way out alone, lie expected to I>o leaving soon, too. For
the time being the French left the Hnglish alone, but that couldn't
last. We were both of us apprehensive, about the encounter
between Hitler and Laval that was taking place, that day.
I met Nona at the Cintra, and we sat near the window: the Vieux
Port around us; the Transbordeur, an liillel lower of bridges,
before us; and a ship called Abbd Faria leaving for Chateau d'If. The
bar was packed, the streets were full, and I wondered if in Marseilles
anybody ever did anything else than walk about or sit in bars,
Doctor Johnson said, 'Sir, you may wonder': Doctor Johnson was
usually right. We dined at the Pascal and Nona wanted to eat
bouillabaisse. I hate bouillabaisse. She had her way. During the meal
I said, "Everything is going perfectly well."
When we walked back to the hotel 1 suddenly said 1 wasn't coming
in yet. I wanted to have a walk round.
"Please don't," Nona said. "I don't want you to walk about
alone."
"I'm not five years old."
The door of a bar opened (there's a bar in every house on the
Canebiere) and the light picked out Nona as she stood there. That
was one of the pictures I took with me.
1 walked up the Canebiere and it was heavily crowded. Then,
for reason or reasons unknown, I crossed over to the other side and
turned to the right, and 1 was walking up the Avenue L6on Gambetta,
of which I never had heard and which was just as unknown to me as
any other street of Marseilles. There was a large block of houses
and about five bars were ranged one beside the other. Choosing
one at random I walked in, and the chairs were red and there was a
short staircase leading to more red chairs. Or maybe there weren't
stairs: my rneir/ory is intermittent about it; owing, I suppose, to